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Translation Atlempled. 
*J NIGHT, thy enemies declare 
Thee daik^ to me su^emeLy fair. 
While tiuth desires to be mote true, 
And ioi'e vows sJooble lova to you. 
How do I dread the morning's eyes. 
When beneath uiglit's dear disguise. 
Love throws a&ide all other screen, 
And favours felt need not be seen ! 
Then fearful, less, then less severe, 
Edcli soft persuasion wins the ear: 
Bat should Aurora's blushes break, 
A kindred blush illumes her cheek. 
Love now may sigh, 'twere vain Jo speak. 

MR. NlCKER. 
AgIOTEUR adroit, Ministre sins 

moyen, 
De lien il fit de l'or,et d'nn Empire rien. 
Mr. Pitt. 
The flame of England's 'glory, thro' Mmwas'chang'd 

to vapour , 
He found it full cu gold, and he left it full.*of paper. 

*I'rom ayoiing man of Philadelphia, to the 
Principal of the Society called Dunkersy\ 
t» consequence of a visit he. had, paid him, 
and the conversation which had passed be* 
iaieen them at that time. 

The eterwal God from his exalted 

throne 
Surveys at once earth, heaven, and worlds 

unknown. 
All things that are before his piercing eye, 
Like the plant tiacings of a piotuie lie : 
Viiuttered thoughts, deep in the heart 

concealed. 
In strong eicprcssions stand to himi re- 

veal'ii, _____^___ 

* On looking over some manuscripts given me 
by a departed relative, among other (to me) va- 
luable productions, I found the, above poetic piece. 
1 am not sure whether it ever appeared m print, 
but am inclined 'to think the contrary. If tile 
pure and mild spirit of chcistisn charity v^hicli 
breathes in every line, was more generaliy m- 
culcated and attended to— all the petty and acri- 
monious distinctions, winch at present exist a- 
mong professmg christians would be done away, 
eacfi might then use ftliat form of worship most 
consonant to his ideas, without running the 
risk on that account of bemg ' branded with 
the odious epithets of Orange man, or Unit- 
ed men, terms which only tend to alienate 
the affections of tliose who ouglit to live m ami- 
ty with each other we would hot then hear 

of a corps of Yeomanry laying down their arms 
and refusing to obey their captain, because six 
individuals of it ( thouj^h otherwise unexception- 
able characters), thought it right to say their 
prayers in a different form from the rest. 

when will irishmen be awakened to their true 
interests ?— or politicians and patriots made sensible, 
that in unanhmty consist the strength, safety and 
happiness of a nation.— .—If through tiie medium of 
your valuable pubhcation, even one proselyte sliould 
be gained to Imerahty of sentiment, it will impart 
a pleasing reflection to your well wishing reader, 

HUMANUS. 

f A'religioiis sect of people whose principles and 
manners are very singular, they reside at kphrata, 
a httig village about a day's journey from Fhiladel- 
phia. 



Thousands and twice ten thousands every 

day 
To hitn, or feign'd, or real homage pay, 
Likecloudsofincfcuse rolling to the skies 
In vaiioui foims their supplications rise ; 
Their various toims to hiiii no access gam 
Without the heart's tiue incense, all aie 

vain i 
The suppliant's secret motives there ap- 
pear 
The genuine Souice of every offered 

prayer. 
Some place religion on a throne superb. 
And deck with jewels her lesplendenC 

garb; 
Painting and sculptuie all their poweis 

display, 
And lofty tapers shed a lambent lay, 
High on the full toned uigau's swelling 

sound 
The pleasing anthem floats serenely lound, 
Haiiuoiiic stiains then tbrilliug poweis 

combine 
And lift the soul to extacy divine, 
111 Ephrata's deep gloom, you fix your seat. 
And seek religion m the daik retreat. 
In sable weeds you dress the heaven-bom 

maid. 
And place her pensive lu the lonely 

shade; 
Recluse, unsocial, you, your hours em 

ploy, 

And feartul, Danish every haimless joy, 
Bach uiay admire and use theur favourite 

luim. 
If Heaven's own flame their glowing oo- 

soms waiin, 
If love divine of God and man be there. 
The deep-felt want that forms the aideiit 

piayer, 
The grateful sense of blessings fieely 

given 
The boon unsought, unmrrited of Heaven; 
'Tis true devotion, and the Lord of hive 
Such players and praises kindly will ap- 

prove. 
Whether from golden altais they arise. 
And lapt in sound, and incense leath the 

skies, 
Or-fiom your Ephrata so meek, so low. 
In soil and silent aspirations flow. 
Oh! let the Christian bless that glorious dav 
When useless loruis shall all be done a- 

H-ay, 
Wheii we in spirit and in tiulh alone 
Shall bend (>, God' biftore tliy awful 

thi onC; 
And thuiHiur pnier uoiship .'.hall appiuve, 
By sweet letui-tts of eveilastiug love. 

liij the lute Mm R^ies. 
What tousututes a mail ? 
Kothigh lAis'd titles nui posaui^ions wide. 



